ARABIAN    NIGHTS   FOR   TURGIS        333

and there was a broken statue in the dingy bit of garden
in front), perhaps walked along the street at the top a
little way, towards the main road, then did the same
at the bottom, had a last saunter along Carrington Villas,
perhaps ended up with a glass of bitter at the high-class
little pub just round the corner at the top, and went
home. The first few evenings he had spent like that he
had enjoyed; there was to him something enchantingly
mysterious and romantic in the winter evening gloom of
this Maida Vale; as he moved about the quiet streets, a
shadow among shadows, he became aware of an intense
secret inner life of his own; but the pleasure rapidly
decreased. Too often the upper half of the house was all
dark, and then of course the whole neighbourhood lost
its charm, which was transferred to some other, un-
known, part of the city, where she was spending the
evening. Probably in the West End, that brilliant
jungle, where you might meet anybody, the last person
in the world you expected to meet, and where you might
miss for ever the one person you wanted to meet. It was
in the West End he caught sight of her. He had been to
a picture theatre and it was late, and he saw her with her
father and another man. Mr. Golspie was shouting for a
taxi, and in another moment he had got one and they
were gone. But he saw her distinctly, and it was strange
seeing her*, for though he had thought so much about
her, she had almost stopped being real.

He was beginning to mope now, for he was tired of
going over to Maida Vale, and yet could not settle down
to spend his evenings in the old way, and that was why
the Pelumptons, seeing him hanging about and looking
vaguely miserable, had begun to give him advice about
hobbies. They did not understand, he told himself